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MoypccLxx1v. 


SANCHO. 
NICHOLAS. 


TERESA, 
MARITORNES. 


* 


| CounTRYMEN, Ge. 


SCENE I. AWod. 
SCENE II. 4 Im-Yard. 
TIME, very early in the Morning. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


l 
HE Author of this Trifle is well aware of the 
dangerous Ground on which he ſtands, An at- 
tempt to introduce the well known Characters of 
QUIXOTE and SANCHO, on %axy Stage would be 
a bold Undertaking, in the mof ſucceſiful and 
popular Writer. They are now produced by One en- 
tirely unknown, and on a Stage, where from the na- 
ture of the Entertainment, and even from the Time 
allowed for the Performance, they muſt appear to diſ- 


P advantage. | 


Licentia Poetica, will it is 1 * excuſe the Change 
0 which is made in SANCHO's Expectations, 


For the reſt, it is ſubmitted to the Candor of 
the PUBLIC, with the utmoſt Deference : the Author, 
with great Truth affirming, nearly in the Words of 
Belcour, if he meets a Man who thinks more 
« humbly of his Peice than he does himſelf, he will 
« take up that Opinion, and forego his own , ” 


ada 


tb os WE bs. 


DON QUIX OTE. 


Sc EN E, A Weed, 
Saxciho. 


D ARK was the day, and evil overhung 
When firſt I left my cot but now tis done 
Let's make the beſt of it tho' the market's bad: 
Bare is the ground where nothing's to be had. 
To loſe my labor, and my honor too | 
My chance to be a knight---go back l -no, no 
I'll patient ſuffer for ſo great a prize 


He who would glory gain, fatigue defies. 
M £74 T. . accom. 


When raiſed to honor, every ſwain 

Will bow to welcome me again : 

No more plain Sax cho is my name, 

Don Saxen Pancaa now of mighty fame; 
Returning too from all my toils, oY 
Enrich'd with conquer'd heroes ſpoils. 
Confin'd no more to homely fare, 

PI live on Olios rich, and Capons all the year, 


B SANA. 


— 


7 ® 


| 
| 
4 
/ 
| 
Z 
1 | 


1 


SANCHO, 


* „„ S r _ Ve 


S8 0 N . 


See me now become a knight, 

All my hopes and wiſhes crown'd, 
Now a Giant ſlay in fight, 

Now a charming Damſel wound. 


Tremble thoſe who dare oppoſe me — 
Hark ! — What noiſe is that I hear — 
*Pſhaw! I care not—yet---ah woe's me 
Sure ſome fell Enchanter's near. 
[The ſound draws nearer. 


1 | | SANCH 0. 


Hapleſs Wight | they this way come, 
If they find me I'm undone, 
Down PI couch me. 


SANCHO, TERESsA, MARITORNES. 


The Wames adtcence from the end of the fage, bev- 
ing been bat-folding, they have a net and clapper. 


MARITORNES. | 
x. Did you ſee? _ 
Sure *tis Sancho! 
TERES A. 
And ſeems to be in wretched plight; 
Let's divert us with his fright. 


4 | SANCHO, 


(3) 


SAN c Ho. 


Ah! J. dare bot raiſe an eye 


Sure at leaſt they're ten feet hig. 
[T hey come forward en oppoſite / 


MaAaRrlTORNES. 


Can you ſpy him? 
Tents A. 


No not 


MAaRrliTORNES. 


Haſte, let's ſeize him. 


TERESA. 
Are we nigh ? 
MARITORNES. 
This ou come, you'll find him 

| SANCHO. 

Ah! I ſcarce can breathe for f 


TERES 


Miſchiefs great he ſpreads 4. 


How'll you quit him wWbe 


n) 
: MARITORNES. 
When we have him at our beck, 
his banes, and writhe his neck. 


* 
* . 


. 
Murder! murder — 


TT 8RESA.. 


= 


This is he —— 


SANCHO, 


Indeed it is not, —— ?*tis not me 
l | 


MARITORN ES. 


Quick let's hang him 


Sancuno. 

oh] torgive, 

Let a harmleſs Peaſant live: | 
From my flock a lamb hath ſtray'd 

Hence P've this intruſion made. 


Trio. SAN HO. 
A ſhepherd ſwain, 
From yonder plain, 


| I come, in peaceful guiſe ; 
Be -, * In pity then ih 


"* Free me again. 


2 „ — — .. A ͤ— 
G "=" > 


* 


(e) 


Nl and Tanz 
How * ell us lies? $0 


3 


Hither from the dreary north, | ; 62 
Hither from the made below, 


Sprites and goblins quick come forth, 
Come and work the Traitor woe. 


— 


SANCHO. 


| | 8-3 
Oh ! drive 'em hence | 3 
Oh! hear my moan! 


K 


TERESA. 


About, about, and all around, 
Zuriel, pinch him black and blue : 
Every joint let Micro wound, 
Make him 2 _ Lanes rue, 


SAN ORO. 


Oh! drive em hence 

The truth I' on. . | | 
For wealth and fame I left my home: 11 | G 
Would I had been more wiſe! | | ö 
Let me but go, no more PlI roam. 1 


Maxr1TORNES and Texzsa, 
Let valiant Sancho riſe } 


5 


66) 
Rxcir, 
M ARITORNES. 


Mighty ſquire, all ſquires — by 
wellin 


Should you ſeek your former g. 


Quit the daring trade of arms, 
Hear no more of war's alarms, 
What a loſs to knighthood you ! 


'SANCHO. 
Then you think I was afraid 


*Pſhaw ! a jeſt of you I made: 
All the while I knew you well. 


| TERESA. 
Dare you again ſuch falſhoods tell? 
Well but, Sancho, prithee ſay, | 
Ne'er before this luckleſs day 
Have I made you tremble. 


Did you ne'er receive a glance, 
Sharper than the pointed : lance, 


From an eye ſo nimble; _ 5 


Be civil now, and kindly ſwear 
You'd a ſtranger been to fear, 
Had I been more compliant : Y 
Say, *twas the terror of my charms 


Which raiſed in you ſuch dread alarms, 


7 * 
Py : , - = 


| RexcirT.. 


And me from Dwarf to Giant. 


8 


8 


RECITr. 


SAaNncHo0 » ! on? 


Peace, prithee, peace, reſtrain your wit, 
You caught me in an evil fit; 

My courage ſlept : nor can — wonder, 
Fatigued, and cold, and pinch'd with hunger, 
All night parading [ have been 

To ſeek my maſter's ſov'reign Queen; 
While he, the Pearl of Errantry, 
Obſerves the laws of Chivalry, 

(The year of Trial fairly done 

In which ſuch honors he hath won) 
His armour watches all the night, 
E'er he is dub'd an Errant Knight. 


| 3 
Is he far off? 


SAncno. 
Oh! no, juſt by—— 
His arms in proper order lie 
On yonder well, Toboſo's bound, 

There mighty Quixote may be found. 
MARITORNES afide to 122224. 
Shall we and ſee the ſport ? 1 * 
*Tis the walk, 

TERESA, 


With all my heart. gt 
MARII. 


” x} 
"> x 
4. | 

A| 


WM 1 
* 
315 
1 
1 
1 
, 
1 
* * 7 
#7 
. 
ls | 
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MARITORNES. 


Sancho ! will you guide us there? 


8 
That I will, — 
| . Be 
5 
So early thro” the wood to go. 
| Sancho. 
We e 


What ! afraid when Sancho's 470 
* 20114. 


7 _*— Ln 


- MAaR1TORNES. OD An: 


; ewing the clapper. 
| So MEE 1.— 


Nay never droop, · for all muſt own, 


Your caſe in this is not alone. 3 
8, 0 N G. virus 1 
Fit emblems theſe why Woman's fear, 


How o'er:mankind*ſhe braves it. 


By this (the clapper) the flutt'ring Bird is ſear'd 
And this (the net) for life _—_— 


With men a diff rent plan is taught. 
Thus does the wiſe Entrapper; 

When in the net ſecure he's caught, 
She 8 him with her clapper. - 


= * 


SCENE 


(9) 
SCENE an Im Tard. 


Armour laying on a well near, 


QUIKXOT Bs 
Rec1rT. acromp ; 


Tedious minutes, hence, away; 
uick return the morning ray, 
hen at length my ardent wiſh 
Shall attain 
The nobleſt gain, 
The higheſt ſtrain ot earthly bliſs, 
When boundleſs Glory nobleſ deeds ſhall raify 


And Quixote knighted, earn immortal Praiſp, x 
SONG. 


Shall the wretched {on of earth, 
In another's Grief delight? 

He who ſhares the human breath, 
Gainſt his brother's quiet fight ? 


Who's oppreſſed and Quixote nigh ? 


Who ſhall dare to 2288 woe? 
Mealthy arrogance ſhall fly, 
Pride and luſt be humbled ow, | 
: QvixoT?e, MULETTEERS 
1 Muletteer (going to the well) | 
Hey---what is here=-who left this fitter; trow ? [ 
x QuiIixoTE. [| 
Stop there, advent rous chief fir knight! — | 
| C Myrr y: ; 


39 
MULETTEER, 
Hilloah *» 
Qo FX'O'T E. 


If ſtill thou dar'ſt diſturb my vigil 
And that depoſit move. — 


M u LETTEE R. 


—— *Pſhaw, what a fuſs 
I muſt get at the water, Man. 
. T7 ' QU1X0O'T x. 


* It fo 
(Queen X my heart, - aſſiſt thy vaſſal now) 
Take the reward thy inſolence deſerves: 
Numbers are nought to him whom valor thus 


preſerves. 
Ruentetto | 
QVv1X0OTE, 


Cowards, recreants, now come on, 
Your efforts I brave, 
Nor a truce. would | crave, 
Tho' united a me a rr to one. 


M ULEFTTEER, 
SUre he's —_ let's fly his rage. 
me oY” cn, (running behind a tree.) 
Here I'm ſafe while they engage. 


Quixorr. 


(814) 


| ' 
QU1XOTE.,. 


See, the caitiffs fly before me, 
Bend beneath my vengetul arm : 


Dangers but encreaſe my glory, 
Heroes might or r 8 8 


saneno., 


Peerleſs knight, on me beſtow 
The ſpoils of this your hardy fight. 


Qu ftxOT B. 
Take em.: 
Sawncno. 
Many thanks. and lo ! 
Your Dulcinea comes in fight. - 


MaziTorNes, TERESA, en different fides. | 


QuixoTE (C Marir,) 


O rapture, paſt expreſſing! 
O joy, too great to bear 

One moment thee careſſing, 
uw. an age of care. * 


irn 


Turn, falſe knight, ah turn to me! 


See thy Dulcinea here! 
From my chain wouldft thou be free ? 


Muſt 1 Quixote's falſehood tear ? 


MaxrirT., 


* > TIT 


= 
= 
K 
* 


25 
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= 
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6) 
Man TILE EIN 
Yaliant hero, hither turn, 


Can'ſt thou doubt my bettet claim? 


an' ſt thou leave me? wilt thou bur 
or a wench of vulgar fame? 

8 hg QuixoTE | 
Stil enchanters work me woe, 
Every pleaſure turn to griet. 

How ſhall I my fair one know ! 

SANO (afde.) 
What a gudgeon in belief!!! 

CHORUS; 


Love of higheſt bliſs the piver, 


Bittereſt torments doth impart ; 
Each who's of his joys receiver, 


Firſt mult feel ſevereſt ſmart. 


Env or Tis FIRST PART; 


63 


ö 
1 

| 

| 


DON QUIXOTE. 


PART SECOND. ) 
1 

SCEN E continues. | | 

SONG. 1} | 

Qui1xoTs. 5 

| | 

F AR my vows, wy wiſhes bear; | | 
Gentle Zephyr, on thy wing; | \ -— 

O may Dulcinea hear, | 4 
Kindly hear her captiye fing, | K 
Friendly Fcho, catch the ſtrain, J 
Aid my voice and caſe my pain. ; | 
Aer | | 

| 7 

SAN cho (ruming) | | q 

A prize! a prize !--good fir, fall too, 
Par almoſt ſtarv'd, and ſo muſt you: ! 
Art oft excels reſiſtleſs force; | In 
A knight for cunning's none the worſe ; This | 
| 


*. 
v 
.. —_— — 
: 


y — ——— ——ͤ——' 


Your voices drown'd by chat wien. 


(#) 


This well-bred fow!, this flaſk of wine, 
You owe to an exploit of mine: 


Then here's theſe chelnuts — come, mes 


- — _— - * —_ * . 
* 


_ CRE ES _ 


Oo x: IXOTE. 
Avoid, a the fatal fin. — 


It- we bro? cen Kalt l 
Loſt is all our watching paſt, | 
The duties done are done i in vain, 


UnKnighted Quixote mult remain. A J 
SAN H. | 
Of honor may you have your Ell. 
But I muſt eat, and eat I will. 
Qrixer z. 
Hold, fon. Sancho, pray fotbear. 
nee 


*Oons, *rwould make a Friar fwear. — 
I am hungry, here 1s meat, 

And yet forſooth, I muſt not eat. 
Hunger will even conquer f | 


Quixote. 


Caitiff, 5.0m. e +hgn aa x 


. Sancho. a ee” | 


7 cannot, Sir, here's ſuch a din, 


CY) 


RFI 


Inftant, fabmit, or take thy death: 
This ſpear ſhafl pinion thee to carth. 


SANCHO, 


Ah—ſop, dear Don. oh, Pl obey; 
Since I mult die, let's chuſe which way; 
I hare (id iron hold your hand —— 


Pil ttarve, kind Sir, as you command. 


QuixoTEe, TzRESA, SANCHO. 
Don r. 
TEREZS 4, (at a window) 


Ceaſe your rage, and this way bending, - 
Eaſe, oh eaſe an anxious heart, 
All my fears, my ſorrows ending, 


Heal a love-ſick. virgin's ſmart. 


Let vows like mine your pity move, 
And pity wake your foul to love. | 


Qv IXOTE. 


Ah! I darenot !——1 have ſworn 
My ſighs, my tears, 
My ardent prayers, 


Arc due o Duine'sihrne alone, 


ve. "#4 


G 


TERESA, 


_— _ 


— Aft eta. 4 Le. con at” 


(26 ) 


TIA 264. 


By the faith to her you owe, 


By the order you profeſs, 


By the force gf knighthood's vow, 


Yield at leaſt this ſlight redreſs : 


To my ſorrowing lips afford, 


Since onty that you can accord, 
Your nervous hand. 


Sj tis done away, — 
(She retires, and leaves him faſt ned. 
Afier ſome efferts to free himſelf be fangs, 
| R-EC1T, accomp, 
: QvixorTE,. 
Ah me --- alas !--- my enemies prevail, 


No more my ſtrength, no more my arms avail { 
Doom'd, unhappy knight | 


* 
2 


A victim to Tritaldo's barbarqusſpite; 


In magic fetters bound, 
No hope for me is found; 
My faculties decay, 

My ſenſes fade away, 


J ceaſe to hear, to ſee, to breathe, to move; 553 


Iſcarce can ſpeak---nothing remains-- but ·L· love. 


SAA en 


, - 


— 


6 


SANCHO. 


Alas, alas, all's loſt, undone ! 
Where ſhall I go, or which way run ? 


Where ſeek tor help? —Ah deareſt Maſter! 


How can I mend this fad diſaſter ? 
I'll hang my-ſelf for greif; yet --- ſtay -- —— 
Let's talk of that another day 
On ſecond thoughts I've ſurely reaſon 
To ſay this comes in happy ſcaſon: 

I muſt have ſtarv'd, I've now relief, 
And this, and this, ſhall cure my greif, 


SONG. 


What have I to do with Sorrow, 
While I thus can Eat and Drink? 
Care, begone, or come to-morrow, 
I'm too buſy now to think. 
There's no method let me tell - ye 
Surer to beguile one's Pain. 
Greiving with an empty belly 
Hercules could 1 not ſuſtain. 


SCENE be own a 
TERESA, MARITORNES, Nrenol As- 


NI ens. 


To lure him back and ſcheme hath fail'd, © 


Nor force nor art hath aught avail'd, © 
Still hath he baffled all our care. 


ien 2 TERESA, 


6601 
TERESA. 
And ſtill will do the fame 1 fear. 
NiCHOLAS 


e e ee 5 
T hink how Diſtreſs will miſs him here at home. 


los ITORNES. 


To aid . wiſh v we CINE _ 


. 1 


As Friendly Spirits you ſhall ſet him free: 
Firſt make him ſwear your dictates to obey, 
Nor doubt his bending to your fancied ſway, 
That done 


2 


He yeilds as all you Heroes do, 
And finds his feign'd enchantment really true ; 
Releaſed from duraace, yet a priſoner ſtill, 
Reſigns his laurels to our ſovereign will. 


SONG. 


Vainge all your oated claims 

Vain your wiſh to fool us, 

Tyrant Man in vain exclauns _ * 

Hie was born to rule us. N 
© Beauty's 


1 0 - — 


( 19 | 


Beauty's power all obey, 
Magic never ceaſing ; 
All muſt own her mighty ſway, 


Own her bondage pleaſing, 
NIoHOLAS, Sancno.' 


N1icHnoLas. 


Ha! Sancho here; --- a moment I'll retire; 
Firſt liſten, then attend the worthy ſquire. 


S AN c Ro. 


Well, now I've time *twere well to think a bit; 
Wine, tho it curbs the tongue, will aid the wit. 
The Don by hunger, Knighthood ſought to gain, 
And Magic now has proved his hopes were vain: 
For me, not nice, I am for other Carving, 

I ſeek no honor to be got by Starving; _. 

I love good Eating, and am. uſed ling 
There is no fearful Hereſy in Drinking: 

As he's enchanted, I'll his Honors claim 

And truſt my Bottle to ſecure my fame, | 


SON G. 


- 


SAN CA. 


Tho? Danger ſhould threaten I ſcorn to retreat, 

While Liquor like this does my courage inſpire; 

_— me who will, they muſt fall at my feet, 
my Wine is but ready to quicken my fire. 


Their 


11 
Their Swords let them draw, I'll my bottle oppo 


While they thunder defiance, I'll drink and I'll ling; 


They'll tremble to hear me, they'll ſhrink from my 
Þ : 


For He who is Drunk is as great as a King.“ 
| [going 


N1icnoLas. 
Stop — who goes there ? 


= 


SANCHO. 
Good fir, a friend. 
N1icmoLAas, 
Hither return. 
SANCHO. 


Your pleaſure I attend. 


N1cHnoLAS. 


I ſeek a Hero great in arms, 

Who ſpreads, midſt high and low, Alarms, 
A Knight moſt yaliant, wiſe, and free, 

Say, do you know him ? 


SANCHO,. 


0 


N1icHnoLas, 


[ 6 2 ) 


' N1ienoLas. 
Indeed 


SAN no. 


Ay, Friend, I am the fame, 


N1CcHnoLtlas. 


Great fir, that babling goſſip Fame 

With our Corregidor hath been; 

Hath told the means by which you win 
Scepters and crowns of —— varniſh'd Tin, 
How to your praiſe. and our delight, 

You Giants ſlay, or — Peaſants fright; 
Your warlike port, your figure bluff 

She hath deſcribed; 


SANCHO. 


| Enough, enough 
The purport of your buſineſs tell; 
Who ſpeaks conciſely ſpeaketh well. 


N1CHoOLAS. 


He, who's himſelf a man of Spirit, 
Loves to reward ſuperior merit, 
Hath ſent——what luck to find the Don ſo nigh! 


SANCHO 


„ 
SANCHO. 


Yes, you're in luck, my Friend and fo am I! 


N1cHoOLAS. 


Hath ſent a Chain, which I'm to ſee you try on. 


Sancnao (enraptured.) 
A Chain !---a Chain of Gold 


NIicCHOLAS. 


No, ſir, of Iron 5— 
This he intreats you'll wear and, more to grace you 
Aloft in air he ſpeedily will place you. 


— 


| : 


SANCH 0. 
Me,Friend--what me-if that is Knighthood's Hire 
Let me continue but a ſimple Squire. 


N1CHOLAS. 


You are no knight? 


SANCHO. 
Not 1. 


N e Nienor 4s. 


ss ). 
 N1cnoLtas 
_  Youwill not go 
Adorn'd with this before his worſhip ? 


SANCH 0, 


No. 


Nrenorl As. 


Thus then I ſeize you. 


SAN eO (Aruggling) 


Prithee - plague -- no joking --- 
You throttle me and faith I hate all choaking— 


'N1iCHOLAS 


Come, come. 


SANO (preſenting his bottle) 


Nay, then---I'm arm'd,---and thus defy you, 
Dare to come near I will not fail to ply you: 
Raſcal, begone --- I'll luice you tho' I Pine 
On ſuch a Varlet thus to waſte my Wine. 

| | (drives him out ) 


SCENE 


** 


Cr) 
SCENE changes. Quixote diſcovered as Before. 
_ SYMPHONY '& /oft muſe. 


MarIToRNES (as an aerial ſpirit) ſbe touches 
Quixote with ber wand, then ſings. 


REecirT. 
MARITOR NES. 


Far as yonder diſtant k _ - 

In an infant I can fly, | 

On the Light'ning's wing I ride, 
Quick as quickeſt thought I glide; 
When the Brave are in diſtreſs, 
When, from Magic, dangers preſs, 
So l fly to ſooth their Grief, 


Sol fly to bring Relief. 


Oberea guides my Way, 

Oberea I Obey ; 

Aid from her the Worthy find 

If they bear an humble Migd, ——— 
If, like me, her Will you'll hear; 
Strict Obedience if you'll ſwear, 
Magic to her Power ſhall bend, 
Inftant ſhall your Durance end, 


Quixote borws his bead is token of de ſhe 
waves her wand---the cord is N be ym 
down and kneels to ber.) 


Qui1ixoTE. 


Sent from above to aid a hapleſs Knight, 
Say, how can I och ſervices requite ; 
| O task 


Tas) 


O taſk. my ſtrength, - my Skill;---ler me explore 
Dangers or horross m faced before. ro 


: | 4 

22230 £5 G = 7 * 12 '4 
1 
4 


Man une 89 


Oberea claims you now. --- , - 
Dare not violate your vow. | 
Follow to a Fountain,nigh, 

Waſh the Film from off your Eye; 


I. eave your Armor, we'll return 


Here your,, Deſtiny to leam,, Au 1 
Then your Fate, by me — 5 n 

| Shall bighes eee | * 1 
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Lead on, * Sight Spirit; you point out the way, . 


(Quixote your Will ſhall chearfully Obey. 
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| s N, G. DEE 8 
iN 0 and eser 
Siſter, Siſter, Wurde n Ma 24D 
Fix obedient Co: $ <P 
| ITE 2088) | 
Whether | in yon Star reſiding, I 
Whether oer the Ocean gligingy -- +4 47145 
. The' ter off you trace the line Hg "7 
Whepe the diſtant Planets ſhine, 
gp and come. | 
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See He bends the Pliant Knee, 
Wiits ſubmiſſive your decree. - 
When we leave the Fountain clear, 
Siſter, let us Find you here. 


84 ne n © (baſtih.) 


S ANU cRHO. 


£ wt 
Well---here am I---and Safe the i- fed Knave ! 
He muſt confeſs at leaft that Sancho's brave. 
I ſluiced him What tho” thence I hafted, 
I t like Hero *till my Wine was waſted. 
Tu cen go home.---to bad ſtill worſe ſucceeds ; 


Nought but miſhap attends our hardieſt deeds. 
Magic has ht the Don---on me, the Law, 
Pur tor my had laid her Iron Paw. 


SYMPHONY, 
(A Voice behind fings) 
« The Real Knight ſhall Honor gain ; 
The Falſe ſhall ſuffer deadly pain.” 
(Sancho appears exceedingly alarmed.) 
I'm caught at laſt- oh would I were at home 
Wl catch the Wretch who tempted me to roam. 


[Tirns and miſues Quixete, 
Ha! gone--The Armor here !---Suppoſe I try 


T6 th Enchanter,---tis in vain to fly. 
EE I will 


0 
I will--PU caſe in Tron--tho? I tremble, 1 


(Symphony of ſoft Mufie." 
Ha! here already---thus then Pll difſemble--- 


{ Places OE the 


Txx2z3 4A, (as an dis ia ſpirit )-—Sancho.—. 
Txrzsa, and touches him with ber | 
te, _ 


If you are-the Real Knig ht, 


Thus Iend Hapleſs Pl t. 
2 — 
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San ene. 


(Lucky 'efaith---all's right) als) yes, I am He, 
From every grief I NOTE 


Taxzea, 
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n e ED 
For that purpoſe um f 
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A dev'liſh way you've come, and very ſoon;-- 

*Tis twenty. miles at leaſt from yonder Moon.-+- 

So lately from the Stars, no doubt you know, 

Ho Matters midſt us Mortals are to go: 4 
ow 
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(68) 
* — a friend of mide they Sanchò call, 
An Honeſt Slave what F ate wil him befall. 
Veil N 83 A.. 2 
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Win Here 1 mark my mighty ſpell, a watt} 
Hence his lot III truly tell. 


: Ofont ro ITO. 3K 3) 427 34% 
5 : "SAN CHO. | | 
"Yoo S A the not EIS a PT 
Knowing his on T love the Fooliſh Elf 
| in. 1 Ta HOY 1 
: 3 5 0 „„ 
WOES 6 
nen 
Horrors ſhall the Wretch ſurround, 
+: | +» Woes the Traitor: ſnalli confound. 
„ Woes will exer ring his heart, O11 
N Who from Truth ſhall dare depart. 
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Saxcno (roaring out.) 
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Oh.-becter news ler thus you hw your love? 


Tzz25 4 


« 2 this Grief, you're ſure not He „ 
; A 2 I am fent to, boa) 2 7h | 'S. iT 
onentony dab en g i; front AI- 
. . 8 * 28 of 5 45 ; — waſhe: 
Tor: 
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Les, "tis e. 
N is upon my Soul wit hor believe nit, Dove ? 


eie 9 
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If Sancho's caught &er home he gains, 
He'll ſuffer yet unheard-of mn. 


[ 


Seen d. 


Alas! — ah me 
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\ _ You're ck Fri rig 
I ſcarce can think that you're the =. 
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I tel von- cd the Wen ſure's a Je 
Haſte with me Home —— then ſee if it is true. 


1 
Gn 


TERESA. 
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SAN ο RD. 


By thoſe Bright eyes (you've charming byes, , 


What ſhall Lear? [Dear 
Ys 2284.7 | 
8 — 
8 Sancio. 
I do: a | he 32 A 
y all my mighty deeds I ſwear tis true; 
By thoſe adventures great from y oung Beginner, 


As you're a Goddeſs, and as I'm a Sinner, 
anne | 


* 


TzRES A, 
What Knight ? . 
el 


bear Ga and Marines) 
Oh merey,! — mercyl -— Miſery and v. 
| Qu1X0T®, 


4 31 9 
QuixorTs. 


Monſter, I've caught _ 


Marr zuxs (Hopping 8 dune 5 


Hold | by herab- ITY 


S Anno. 
I can't — I'm Dead and Buried --- 
Tra. 
This inſtant Riſe, and Hear, - your Doom T'paſs, 


 $ancno (rifang.) 


( Afide) Now will that Devil change me to an Aſs.” 


(THE SENTENCE.) 


TERESA to Quote. 


No more for Mighty Deeds your breaſt may Burn 
You've Glory won, 
| Your Taſk is done, 
And fate ordains you now return. 


[Q uixote bows reluctant bh. 
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4 SHADY, - Well 277 40T12 a bel 
(Advances trembling ) 
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'Gainſt whom, ſuch. Threats were Bent, 
His fears have been ſufficient Puniſhment. 
He mult go with you · be a Squire no more | 


- 


„ 
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S *» « : - 


S ANC -(taping. for joy) 


No, may I periſh-if I am, encore. 
Pve ſcap'd a icouring, faith---and glad reſign, - 
No more for Spoils ar Kn:ghthood will I pine. | 
Yet I would feign be Friends, now all is O cr, 


With P % Ter.) do now, try your 
To make us one — 0 .) do no. power, 
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TA ISA. | 

mu Eno Youel Wor. Q de 9 ＋ 1. 
Do not in anger with friend Sancho part, 
Let him attend you once. more n your Way. - 
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Qu1Xx0TE. 
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QVu1IXOTE. 


In that and all things T Il your will obey 


TEA ESA. 


Well ſaid.-and now to Private Virtues go, 


There let your Breaſt with ceaſeleſs Ardor glow, 


And think, while chearful you ſubmit to fate, 


All may be GOOD, tho? only few are great. 


END OF DON QUIXOTE: 
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